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markably cheerful disposition. He was never happy unless
he had a parcel of young people about him. I made one of
upwards of a dozen who usually supped twice a week in
Pall Mall, where he gave us as much champagne, burgundy
and claret as we chose, the table being covered with every
rarity in the way of eating. Nothing delighted him more
than sitting out the boys, as he called us. Indeed, his
head was so strong that he generally succeeded in so doing,
and when he perceived his young guests began to flag, or
become drowsy, he would get up, lock the door of the room,
and putting the key in his pocket, strike up the song of
" 'Tis not yet day " &c. His companionable qualities were
extraordinary, and I certainly have passed more happy and
jovial nights in his back parlour in Pall Mall than in any
other house in London.

About this period a circumstance occurred that engrossed
the public attention. It was the case of General Gansel.
Being deeply involved in debt, he became apprehensive of
losing his personal liberty, and, to avoid arrest, for several
weeks shut himself up at his lodgings in Craven Street,
where there likewise were other lodgers. A posse of bailiffs
with writs against him, tired of their fruitless watching for
him in the street, one day laid siege to his apartment, the
door of which he had secured in the best possible manner.
Upon their attempting to force an entrance, he called out
to say that the first man who presumed to burst open his
door he certainly would shoot. The bailiffs nevertheless
persisted in their violence. Whereupon the General dis-
charged one of his pistols through the door, taking care,
however, to point it so high as to ensure the balls passing
over the heads of the assailants. His object of alarming
them did not succeed ; they broke down the door and rushed
in, the General exerting in vain all his strength to prevent
them. In his struggle he fell, and a second pistol which he
held in his hand at the time went off, but without injury to
any one. The men then violently laid hands upon him,
dragged him head long down stairs, placed him in a hackney
coach, and thus conveyed him to the prison of Newgate,